CHAPTER   III
THE LAND OF THE (LESARS

IN Romagna, the province in which Signor Mussolini
was born, one feels, as one does in Tuscany, the rich-
ness of the land which bears such abundant fruits, and
has given the world so many saints and scoundrels. One
expects to meet a condottiere or a poet round every
corner, and one understands why a glory of great men
have come out of Italy down the centuries. Since the
clays of Dante, she has produced a world-genius in almost
every generation; and now, through Mussolini, himself
so clearly a Roman in shape and soul, she may again have
set her course upon the steep and difficult path of Empire.
Such thoughts come naturally to the traveller to Predappio.

The old village, crowned by a castle, is mellow and
mediaeval, but New Predappio, or Dovia, four miles away,
where the Duce was born, is very new indeed, and ugly
by comparison with its surroundings. The birthplace of
the maker of modern Italy is a little house of stone and
plaster, half of which is still occupied by the son of the
peasant who shared it with Signor Mussolini's father and
mother*

At the time of my visit a pompous flight of brick steps
led up to this humble abode. I was a little disappointed;
Italians have a sense of fitness in these matters: I could
not imagine that Mussolini would care to be presanctifiedL
The caretaker seemed to read my thoughts: " The Duce,"
he explained, "has given orders to have that staircase
taken down." Then he added with a laugh: " He isn't a
saint yet, and doesn't want a shrine!"

In the ground-floor front room, Signora Mussolini
taught the village children. Upstairs she gave birth to
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